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After a long day; trekking
through harsh woodlands,
the caravan is finally
relieved to have arrived
at aashen castle…

…and all the protection
it’s mighty walls would
offer to weary travellers.

The royal train of men
and baggage enters the
massive fortress under
             the suspicious
             gaze of men at arms.

I bid you welcome Agatha to Ashen castle. It
has been a long wait, I feared the worse. That you
 may have fallen prey to brigands and outlaws.

Your majesty, the journey was
long and tiring. Please forgive
me if I request a bit of time for

me and my party to retire to
chambers before we proceed

with matters of state

I hope the journey was
not too difficult. The

land of aashen is still
wild and untamed with
many dangers about

By all means, baroness.
As my future queen, castle
aashen is open to you and
your servants. Come, I will
take you to your chambers

I thank you
your majesty.
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You shall make a lovely
queen, baroness. Your beauty

is the beacon of light in
these dark dispirited lands

I see that your
majesty is an
accomplished

flatterer

I only speak the truth,
and if I am lying now,
let god strike my dead

this very moment

See, I'm
still alive

It is rare to find
such truth that is so
sweet, your majesty

Suddenly a rude
interruption... Your majesty,

save us!

And who's this
creature?

Your majesty, I-I am from the
village of berthulia.  The ghost

of the king has returned. He came
upon us in mad vengeance. He slew
everyone. He is coming for us all!

The sickly king olaf is dead.
No power can bring him back.

You confused him with the
antics of simple outlaws

Guards, take
this wretched

fool away.
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Where to, your
majesty?

To the whipping pillars.  Have
her flogged to an inch of her
life.  That should teach her

Your majesty, forgive me.  I
did not mean you any offense

Your majesty,
I beg you. No!

No one may approach the king
in such a vile manner. Let that

lesson belearned by all

Shut up, you whore.
You're only digging

yourself a deeper grave.

Insolent
whelp!

I apologize your majesty.
We found this girl in dire

circumstances. Her village
was destroyed by raiders.

They were very brutal
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Your Majesty, perhaps
this is a bit harsh. The

girls has already
suffered much.

No!  stop!
no more!

Perhaps the baroness has for-
gotten her place in this kingdom.

do I need to reming her?

No, your
majesty

She fainted, my lord.
She can take no more...

Cut her down.

I am tired of
these witless
peasant girls.

They're only good
for toil and

fucking

Send her to the lower dun-
geons, let her contemplate
her transgression in the
company of the damned.

She may even like it there.
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Your majesty, as baroness of the Carolingian line,
I must inform you of my concerns regarding these
lawless raiders. They may cause problems with our

efforts to bring the mother church to the northlands

Your uncle needs not worry about
those wretched bandits. As we speak,

my army has them trapped at the
jutal plains and no amount of

sovereign delusions will save them.

"I would take personal
pleasure in watching them
drawn and quartered at

the town square"

"The time of their
reckoning is near"

come forth, dogs of the
usurper! Taste the

steel. Your multitudes
means nothing to us!

"They shall know the
wrath of the righteous."

My loyal warriors, show these vermin the
might of their true king. Draw them out and

cut them down. Smite them from my sight

"…and no aid from a Frankish
whore will keep this usurper from

knowing the bite of my blade." 2003  www.dofantasy.com



"The day is ours! The
cowardly vermin are

scurrying back the black
pit from which they came."

Victory my warriors!  We
have crushed this army. Soon
we'll take back what is ours.

Back at aashen castle,
the young baroness

finds her chambers to
be less than desirable.

Welcome baroness.
I hope you don't
mind company.

What is the
meaning of this?

This is my nephew
kilgaar.  He is here to

test your regal virtues 2003  www.dofantasy.com



She looks to be a
worthy queen, Uncle.

I don't understand
what is the meaning of

this, your majesty.

Sweet
smelling too.

But I bet she's like a
dead fish in bed, uncle.
No better than peasant

girls. We'll change that!

Hmm. Maybe a little better than a
peasant wench. Those are the hips

of a good breeding woman. No!

These plump
bosoms are worthy

of my regal at-
tention. Supple
and succulent.

Good, the hymen is intact.
She has yet to know true

pleasure.  Lucky girl!
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Come now. Stop
squirming. You'll
love what we're

going to do to you.

Leave me alone.
This is not right.

My uncle will
hear of this.

Your uncle already
knows. Why else did

he send you instead of
one of his daughters

Stop! You’ll have
all the time to
squirm later.
Just wait…

you’ll be
trained to

please your
king!

Please your
majesty. Don't

do this!

Aahhh!
Stop!

Maybe we start
with a good hard
whipping to coax
out your feminine

wiles

Hunghhh!

Or we can just
rubber your regal
quim raw.  Y ou see,
you moan like any

whore.  Now it's time
to get down to

business…
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i’m gonna keep you
here, so i’ll spell
out the rules...

…and you’d better
learn fast, for
your own good!

rule number
one; you don’t
say no to me!
is that clear,

blondie?

yes... yes…
it’s clear. wrong! the right

answer is: yes, my
master! say it again!

ayyyyeeeeeeeeeeeee!!!

episode 3
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yes my master!

now you. say, i am
a slave for you to
fuck, my master!

aiieeeeeaiieeee!!!

i am a slave…
for you to fuck,

my master…

good! i’ll do
whatever i want
with you two!
you’re my

property now!
understand?

yes my
master!

 2003  www.dofantasy.com



so you just keep your
mouths shut! and take
what’s comin’ to you!

understand?

… no… please…
master! it hurts!!!

don’t want to get
ass-fucked, slave?

no! please! don’t…
pleeeeease

wrong answer
again, slave!

argggggggh!!!

yes...master!!!
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how about
you, bitch! let’s see what

we got here…

mmmm… i like your ass,
slave.  makes me mad and

that’s dangerous!

no, please…
not in there!

mmmmmm… i promised i’d
assfuck you if you gave me
a nice blowjob. and you did!
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...so your master is
going to reward you,

slave. relax…

don’t fight it
or it’ll be

worse, slave!

please!
don’t!

mmmmm
you’re really
tight, slave!

won’t be tight for long,
i promise.  i’m fond of
cute little wrinklies!

arghhhhhh
nooooooooooo!!!
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ain’t i a lucky one?
years jerking myself off

and now i’ve got two
lovely asses to fuck!

and i’ll keep on
fucking you day

and night until you
burst, bitches!

i wanna hear some
moaning and groaning

and grunting or i’ll think
you’re not enjoying your

master’s attentions!

arghhhhhh...
noooooooo!

pleaseeeee....
don’t....

 2003  www.dofantasy.com
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He had been in town two years when he saw her.
She was just walking down the street carrying her
books.  Carrying them.  They weren’t in a book bag
or knapsack.  She was carrying them next to her
prodigious chest.  That was the last straw.  Her face
and body were the first straws.

He judged her expertly.  She had to be 5´7´´.  Her
face was angelic, with soft, full red lips, and deep
cinnamon eyes.  Her hair was a thick, rich brown
which hung down her back.  She wore brown shoes
with a medium heel, brown leggings, a brown suede
miniskirt which ended almost four inches above
her knees, and a tan zip-up top with brown piping,
over a brown ribbed turtleneck.

Everything in sight was impressive.  He imagined
that everything out of sight was even better.  She
was the most serenely lovely lass he’d seen since
well since he "lost" his previous favorite.  But this
one this one was even better.  A gentler face, sweeter
curves.

So he followed her from then on.  For months.  To
the college.  To the library.  To the arboretum.  To
the store.  To her dorm.  To her grandmother’s house.
To church.  He found out her name.  Laura Sherman.
He found out she was a freshman studying botany
and library science.  He found out she came here
from Canada after her parents died and lived with
her grandmother until she graduated high school.

Once, after she left the dressing room of a clothes
store, he discovered that she was 36, 24, 34.  He
shoplifted the frilly, expensive, tan Valencia lace
lingerie she had tried on and kept it with him ever
since.  He watched and waited.

She always dressed fairly conservatively.  When
she rode her bike by the shore, she wore sweaters
up to her throat, long skirts, and boots.  Even at
school functions, her formal dresses only had flat
necklines that reached no further than the tops of
her breasts.  But he fingered the cups of the bra she
left behind.  He already knew what she was hiding.

Sometimes he even saw it at night in her dorm
room.  He had already broken in, but only to bend a
slat in the shade.  Even that had taken days of
planning.  But now he could see in through that
seemingly innocuous bump with high-powered
binoculars from his secret location in a special room
across the street.

Only there would he watch her strip down to her
pale nightdresses, exposing her spectacular, round
rack and the full length of her wonderful legs.  He
would come in his sweatpants, imagining how she
would feel.  He would get hard again thinking about

what he would do.  The only time he would tear
himself away from watching her was when he was
gathering the necessary materials.

Over the days and weeks, he ordered or bought
everything he wanted or needed.  He had plenty of
time and means as owner of a hardware store
franchise; he could get plenty of materials and leave
the hourly day-to-day work to the staff.  Whenever
he had a question, he’d simply get back into her
room at the dorm or in her grandmother’s house.
He had long-since made keys from molds he had
taken.
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Finally he thought he was ready.  The holiday
break was just days away.  The campus was already
at least half empty, but there was still no way he
could he could get her out of there without someone
seeing.  So he needed to play this exactly right.  He
planned and planned and planned again, then
decided it was worth the risk.

He grabbed her on Thursday.  That was the day
he knew she’d take a short cut from gardening class
to the door at the back of her dorm.  She came around
the corner, smiling, bright-eyed, hair bouncing, and
nearly walked right into him.  She was wearing her
brown woolies, black boots, a gray skirt, a dark gray
T-shirt, and an open, dark blue, cardigan sweater.

But her expression changed when she saw his
ski mask.  Then it all happened very fast.  One
gloved hand clamped over her mouth and the other
grabbed her left breast through the shirt.  He
squeezed both and then they were wrestling.  Her
books fell.  He felt her scream on his palm.  He clawed
at her as she writhed, struck at him, and kicked.

He stumbled, slid on a book, and ran, leaving her
gasping and leaning on the dorm’s back wall.  He
ripped off the ski mask after he rounded the corner,

then calmly headed for his nondescript SUV.  He
jumped in and waited, watching the corner.  Several
other students went by, ignoring the vehicle.  They
couldn’t see him through the darkened, mirrored
glass anyway.

Laura appeared six minutes later.  She looked up
and down the street furtively, then hurried to her
own car in the dorm lot.  It was a practical economy
car perfect for a college student.  He had keys for it
as well, but there was no room in the back to await
her.  Instead he waited in his own car until she
drove away, then leisurely made his way to
grandma’s house by a circumventuous route.

When he saw Laura’s car in the driveway of the
suburban, three-story Victorian house, complete
with porch, he knew this was going to work.  He
had to get her away from the campus and to her
grandmother’s house, but before the break.  Her
elderly relative might expect her after the break, but
not before.  And he already knew the old lady was
out.

He also figured that a full-scale attack at the
campus would cause her and anyone hearing or
witnessing an extended assault to call the police,
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not gather herself at her favorite sanctuary.  Maybe
later she’d call school security to report a masked
man copping feels, but not before she collected her
shaken wits.  He had studied her well both
physically as well as psychologically.

He pulled out the binoculars again and targeted
them up at her room, where he had already crimped
the shade.  What he saw nearly took his breath
away.  She had practically regressed from the attack.
She had changed into one of her Sunday best
dresses from her earlier teens a lovely beige, v-
necked, summer dress with a pink, yellow, and rose
flower motif that now hugged her taller shape and
ended a good six inches above her knees.  Her
delicate, well-shaped feet were bare, and she sat at
her boudoir, brushing her hair.

He quickly drove around to the next street parallel,
behind the Sherman house.  From there, he took a
satchel and quickly made his way through a patch
of trees, coming up behind the garage already
knowing that no neighbor could see him from this
angle, despite the late afternoon sunshine.  He
silently unlocked the rear door and quietly walked
through the kitchen, down the hall and over to the
stairs.

He listened intently.  He heard classical music
coming from Laura’s room.  He slowly made his
way up, already knowing which step squeaked,
and which didn’t.  He paused at the top, only
waiting long enough to glance down the right hall
to make sure she hadn’t gone to the bathroom.  The
coast was clear.  He left the satchel he had brought
from the car there, then started down the hall to the
left to what used to be the grandmother’s master
bedroom.

But since the arthritis had kicked in, grandma
now lived downstairs, leaving the whole second
floor to Laura and any visitors.  He already knew
there were no visitors yet.  That would come when
the holidays arrived.  But that was still some days
away yet.  He reached into his running suit jacket’s

pockets and removed the tazer.  By then he was at
her door, which was just a few inches ajar.

It was just as he left it.  Canopied, four-poster bed
to the right, boudoir beyond that.  Walk-in closet to
the left.  Window to the right of the bed.  It was
almost always curtained, but even wide open, no
neighbor could see her when she was at her mirror
unless they had special binoculars.

He waited, hearing the sounds of her brushing.
He hazarded a quick glance in.  The creamy flesh of
her legs.  Her swelling chest.  Her elegant throat.
Her luxuriant mane.  Her graceful arms.  His eyes
unfocused for a split second, and then, under the
cover of Mendellson, he moved quickly inside.

By the time she nearly saw him in the mirror, the
zapper was at her shoulder.  There was a spark, a
crackle, and she went down like a dropped toy doll.
She didn’t have far to go.  She slid onto the thick
pile carpet and twitched, her big mahogany eyes
blinking, and her sweet mouth opening and closing
like a beached fish.

Her arms jerked.  Her breasts wobbled.  Her bare
feet kicked.  She stared up at him in confusion and
shock.

"Should’ve called security there," he said, then
fell on her.

The thick, wet cloth was in his hand and then
tightly over her nose and mouth.  He slipped his
other hand inside her dress and filled it with her
left breast.  No gloves now.  No need.

Her eyes filled with amazement, then realization,
then terror.  He lay on her, practically rubbing
himself on her, holding her to him by her lower face
and chest.  The noises that came from under the
cloth sounded like an alien language.

"Welcome to my world, Laura," he whispered.
"You’re mine now."

She sucked in her breath.  He knew she would,
and enjoyed the result.  Her chest swelled.  The
sedative shot into her system just as the effect of the
tazer was starting to wear off.  Her hands began to
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flop closer to him as her eyelids started to flutter.
"Yeah, baby," he hissed.  "You’ve got it now, huh?"

He shifted his body so he could better feel her legs
rubbing against his.  Her warm, soft, smooth hands
started gripping his wrists.  "Just in time?" he
wondered aloud.  "Or maybe too late?" She started
to tremble beneath him as her eyes grew smoky and
her muscles grew lax.  "Yeah," he clucked in mock
sympathy.  "Why do you think I didn’t cuff you
when you first went down? Because I wanted to
feel your hands on me, baby, that’s why."

He quickly pulled a strand of surgical tape he
had in one pocket and pressed it diagonally across
her cheeks to hold the cloth to her nostrils and lips.
He added anther to make an "X." Then, casually
batting away her fluttering hands, he grabbed under
her arms, letting his palms bunch her opulent chest,
and started pulling her off the floor.  The beautiful
brunette groaned as he dragged her to her feet, her
head lolling, her now lush hair swinging down.

"Don’t think it’s chloroform, sweets," he told her,
dragging her towards the closet.  "That stuff stinks.
No, this is cutting-edge stuff baby even better than
those date rape drugs." He stopped for a moment,
looking down at her spectacular form.  "Surprised
no one tried that on you before." He shrugged and
continued pulling her towards the closet.  "I guess
they can’t if you don’t go to bars or parties, huh?"

"No, not you," he continued, hugging her with
one arm, and opening the closet door with the other.
"No, you would be the good girl.  Class functions
were more your speed, huh? Sweaters out there,
huh? But you thought you were safe in here, right?"
He dropped her on her back, surveying her with a
smirk.  "What some people will wear in the privacy
of their homes." With drooping lids, she kept trying
to drag her fluttering hands toward her mouth, but
he kept lightly swatting or kicking them away.  "No,
this stuff’ll keep you groggy but won’t let you go
totally out.  Neat, huh?"
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Laura moaned, her ankles tapping the carpet
between two long rows of hanging clothes, shoes,
and shelved boxes.  Her head scrapped back,
bringing her chest ever higher in her frilly bodice.
He found himself as hard as he’d ever been.  "Okay,
baby," he said.  "That does it."

He went right to where she kept her stockings
and pulled out three pairs of panty hose.  He then
grabbed her hair and dragged her up to a sitting
position.  She only murmured, the tranquilizer
dulling her pain receptors as well.

With one pair, he tied her crossed wrists brutally
tight behind her back.  He then let her drop down
and tied her crossed ankles just as hard.  He then
tied the third around her mouth, further holding
the drugged cloth in place.

"Now," he said, "don’t move.  I’ll be right back."
He ran down the hall to collect the satchel then
hustled back to Laura’s room.  It wouldn’t do to
leave his splurge where just anybody could see it,
would it?

When he got back, Laura had rolled onto her side,
giving him a clear view of everything in profile.  The
swell of her chest, the curves of her body, the glory
of her hair, the sweetness of her face, the richness of
her slowly blinking eyes.  Immediately he yanked
down his sweat pants just before his cannon fired.

Grandma Sherman came home not too long after.
By then Laura’s car was parked behind his car on
the other street, so Grandma went about her first
floor business totally unaware that her lovely
granddaughter was one floor away in her own
closet, in desperate straights.

He had found her sexiest shoes a pair of three-
inch ivory pumps she had been forced to buy for a
friend’s wedding and affixed them to her feet.  He
hadn’t bothered to change her outfit.  The one she
had on was sexy enough.  Or, truth be told, the one
she now almost had on was sexy enough.

He had pulled down the thin straps, letting her
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impressive breasts free.  He didn’t need to pull up
the skirt.  Her position had done that for him.  She
was now on her face and knees, all the room’s
pillows in her stomach.  Her ankles were tied to her
thighs with rubber-coated wire.  Her wrists were
crossed in the small of her back and retied with the
wire, which then wrapped her waist, keeping her
arms snug behind her.

The wire was cunningly corded between her lips,
holding the balled-up cloth in her wedged-open
mouth.  Over that was insulation tape, sealing her
lower face and anchored over the bridge of her nose
and under her chin.  Wrapped around that was a
viciously tight rubberized band which adhered to
her head like paint.  A choker leash around her
throat completed her preparation.  Smaller throw
pillows were taped to her knees.  They also rested
beneath the toes of the shoes.  Her cheek rested on
another.  Normally she could have rolled off all of
them, but he was on her back, his mouth attached,
sucking, to her throat, his hands filled, kneading,
with her breasts, and his cock sliding in and out of
her pre-lubricated canal.

Her eyes were tightly shut and her fingers splayed
between their bodies.  Her face was coated with
cum, because he had spent all the time between
moving her car and the return of her grandmother
jacking off onto her helpless, medicated, body.

"That’s for September 28th," he would say, holding
up a picture of her at a football game.  "That’s for
October 21st," holding up a photo of her in a
pumpkin field.  "That’s for December 5th,"
presenting an image of her tending pine trees.  But
he didn’t mount her until he heard the door open
downstairs.

"Oooo, that’s nice, isn’t it Laura?" he whispered
in her ear, pushing himself all the way in again as
she grunted in reaction.  "Waited a long time for
this.  Good as I hoped." He gripped her tits like
pump handles, making her moan.

They heard grandma making herself dinner.
"Doesn’t know you’re here," he reminded her.
"Won’t know, right? Right?" He squeezed her
breasts with each question.

She made no noise.  Even though they both knew
grandma was hard of hearing, he figured she
wouldn’t.  Not with the vulnerable relative just
down the stairs.  It wasn’t until he ejaculated again
that she couldn’t prevent a sob.  But all he did was
tighten the grip on her choker and went back to
dotting her throat with hickeys.

When the TV started blaring downstairs, he
knotted her knees together and taped her eyes shut.
In despair, she was sure he’d fuck her hard then,
but for some strange reason, he didn’t.  Instead he
went through every thing in the closet.  Then, with
the help of a renewed dose of opiate, dressed her in

the very first outfit he had seen her in.
He had plenty of time.  As far as they could tell,

grandma had fallen asleep in front of the, naturally,
extra loud set.  So there was no untoward reaction
from downstairs when Laura’s mind cleared to find
herself hand and ankle-cuffed in her brown shoes,
leggings, skirt, turtleneck, and sweater, with just a
swash of cloth duct tape over her mouth.

As soon as she looked up at him, he jumped her,
forcing her onto her back, ripping open her sweater
and jamming himself between her legs.  One hand
was tight over her mouth as the other tore at her
turtleneck while his hips rammed the skirt hem
higher.  To her agony, he had already precut the
woolens so his cock found her like-colored thatch
without obstruction.

He mauled her chest, tearing the turtleneck, while
pounding into her, one hand still pressed hard on
her lower face.  Her cuffed hands appeared by her
right side, her fingers clawing the air.

"This is what I should have done, huh?" he
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to be continued

grunted at her.  "This is what I should have done
when I first saw you!" Mercifully, after that, she
fainted.

When she awoke, the TV downstairs was off.  The
house was quiet and dark.  And she was on her
side, in her own bed, under the covers, wearing her
light blue, cotton, v-necked t-shirt-dress with the
black trim.  It was what she almost always wore to
bed here.  It stopped eight inches above her knee,
and the neckline was so loose her substantial
breasts rested comfortably.

But the hand and ankle cuffs were still on, and
remnants of her stretch turtleneck were knotted in
her mouth and tied under her hair.  Even so, for a
split second she thought he was gone.  But then she
felt his hands slip into the top and under the hem
from behind her.

Fingers from one hand gently squeezed her left
breast, while two fingers sunk into her vagina and
a thumb pressed her clit.  "Night-night, Laura
darling," he murmured.  "Sleep," he started before
sinking his fingers in deeper, "Tight." He molested
her for a while, suckling on her ear.

"Y’know," he finally said.  "Your taste in clothes
really stinks.  We’re gonna hafta do something
about that tomorrow." Laura Sherman started to
shake uncontrollably, but he just embraced her to
him a drug-drenched washcloth tight over her lower
face until the tremors subsided.

He drew her onto her back.  Her hair fanned out
like a halo on the pillow.  He took one long look into
her sweet, slack, sleeping face.  Then he removed
the knotted cloth gag, tenderly cupped his hand
behind her neck, gripped his erection and brought
it to her soft, drooling lips.

As grandma Sherman slept downstairs, a stranger
came into her 19-year old granddaughter’s mouth

just one floor away and then, holding her head back
with a hand sealing her soft, wet lips, he tenderly
stroked her throat until she reflexively swallowed
in her tranquilized sleep. 

FOR MORE GEOFF MERRICK CLICK HERE
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ALL THE CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY ARE 18 YEARS OLD OR OLDER

Maternal Blackmail
Episode 6 Some days later, Miriam Dupond was not enjoying her enforced

honeymoon with the repulsive Pablito, her own stepbrother...
The young man’s lust just got stronger, and so did his cruel sexual
sadism.  Miriam, still in chains, was more dead than alive now...

PAUL
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i know you can't resist me, but you're gonna
have to learn to control yourself…

you're gonna learn a lesson
once and for all, sister… It's not right to cum

yourself and leave your
lover gasping!

i'm gonna help you...
I'll fuck you and as soon
as you're warmed up....

 I'll switch to your
cute little bumhole…

that way you
won't cum, see?



CLICK HERE FOR A COMPLETE CATALOGUE

ain’t you ashamed
of yourself?

exposing your privates
for your own brother?

you're not my brother!
You're a filthy pig!

A pig?  You call your own
flesh and blood a hog?

oh well, i guess hogs
go for the pink slit!

AAAAAAAAAAAAAA...
...GHHHHHHHHHH!!!

NOOOOOOOO!  You're
hurting me!

when girls say no, they
mean yes…  so we'll come

out of the pink slit…
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MEANWHILE...

and go brownholing!
Nice, eh?  A big, fat, firm
cock up your asshole?

AAAAAAAGHHHHHHHH!!!
You bastard!

NOOOOOOOOOO!!!

i said stark naked. take
off those panties too.

take a look at your daughter!  A slut's
body!  Curves and hips and tits and slits!
She got that from you!  she’s a sinner!!!

now come nearer.  Do it nice
now.  Your momma's watching!
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hands behind your head, tits
out, turn round slowly.

Over here!
Legs apart!

show me your
cunt or i'll

shoot into it!

you're wet!  Aren't
you ashamed?

fuck the
barrel...

a wet slut, just like
your mother!  Uni-

forms turn you on, eh?
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fuck the barrel
till you cum, ok?

see?   you gave birth to a
shameless sinner, you  whore! she picked up the

worst of you,
coming down your

big fat cunt!

you want me to wriggle
it round, do you?

NOOOO! Stop!
You're a bunch of
crazy perverts!

what?  come
here at once,
you bitch!!!
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meanwhile, in Corrientes Street...

Help!!! Let me
out!!! Open up!!!

God, help us, please!
Make them let us go...

no need to be shy in
front of your brother

see?  you made
me cum again.

you're pumping my balls
up, crapping in front of

me!  Lick my cum!

What?  You don't like
your brother’s cum?
are you vomiting?

After all, you're
just crapping my

spunk!  Ha! Ha! Ha!
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Back in jail, the girl is tied to the
bars and forced to watch as her
mother is abused and humiliated…

she's a hot slut. She can't live without
my cock up her, can you, you whore?

c’mon, tell your daughter!

you’ll gulp your
own vomit, bicth...

and my jism
you just shat!
c’mon, lick!!!

come on, slut,
show your

daughter how
you fuck the
governor…

your mother's been doing this for
years, many times a day, with the
same cunt you passed through…




20

03
  

w
w

w
.d

of
an

ta
sy

.c
om

to be continued...

MORE PAUL’S’ ART AT WWW.BDSMARTWORK.COM
CLICK HERE

squeeze my dick,
you slut!

tell your daughter
how you do it…

leave my mother alone,
you sonnofabitch!

plenty of spunk, feel it? tell
your daughter i’m giving you a

good fuck... tell her!  or
she’ll get a bullet in her tits!

yes, he gives me a ... a
good ... fuck!

tell your daughter im giving you a good
fuck... tell her!  or i’ll shoot her!

and you'll get a good one
too, kid.  Bring your cunt

and tits over here…

kiss me on the lips
like a woman kisses

a real man.

http://www.bdsmartwork.com/home.htm
http://www.bdsmartwork.com/home.htm


wakey, wakey!
dear daughter!

you didn't
expect your
lord and
master so
early, eh,
kid?  did

your arms
hurt a lot?
got some
sparks on
those tits?

holy shit!  it's
been ten years
since i had a

hard on in the
morning!
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Cherished daughter is a sequel to TWINS.
To learn more about this wonderful comic, CLICK HERE

EDITOR’S NOTE:

http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC14Twins.htm
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been missing
daddy?

ggggh!

i've been missing you.  it's
nice, you and me, without

your mother...

uugh....

iiiggghh!

this little
device has been
tickling your
pussy up.  you
must be ready
to meet your

master!

nnnnnnnnnn!!!!

i reckon you didn't need no
tickling up.  you always

fancied me.  i could see it in
your eyes all these years...
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you didn't move much in the night. this'll
help you exercise your tits… lift 'em, let

'em drop. i wanna see them wobble!

iiiaaaaaggh!

oh yeah!
i like it!
fried

chicken
breast!

nnnn!...iiiagh!

iiiagh!

things are different
now... we can enjoy
each other anytime!

remember
this, i'm your
master now.
your tits and
cunt are mine.

i'm gonna
teach you how
to use them
for your

dad’s
pleasure...
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what's up, can't
move those fine
legs of yours?

are them
cramping?

never mind.
i'll drag you!

gggghh!

for starters,
you’re gonna

ride me, dear...
c'mon, come
with poppa!

but first
let’s take
these off

gggh!
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smile, kid! it's
fuck time…

uuingh!

you're gonna
dress up for
the occasion.
daddy wants
to see you

with your red
shoes on...

put them
on, slave!

now!!!

iiagh!

unph!unph!

you have
ten seconds!
you better
hurry, slave!

yeah… you're looking sexy kid!
all shoes and cunt! ha ha ha!
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seems you're ready  for
the fun, dear...  so’s your

daddy, take a look!
umph!

jeez, those are
sexy feet,
daughter...!

nice shoes too.  you
always put them on when
i fuck you, remember...

stark
naked
and in
high-

heeled
cocksucker

shoes!

uuuiigh!

i can't hold it
anymore, slave...
open this cunt

for your master!

nnnnn....!
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no? did you say
no?  you want it
rough, slave?

aaagh!

then you'll
get it rough…

learn this: your
master wants a
fuck; you fuck!

look at ths one,
kid. all hard and
ready.  it’s crying
out for your cunt?

nnnnnnnnn.....


20

03
  

w
w

w
.d

of
an

ta
sy

.c
om



uuugh! how do you
like being fucked by
your dad? hmmmm…
squeeze it, slave!

uuugh!

c'mon, give
daddy a kiss!

uumph!

you like your daddy
shafting you, eh, you
slut?  you got your
own way in the end...

please,
dad…

dad?  didn't i say call
me master, slave?

yes…
arghhhh…
yes, my
master…
forgive
me….

i’ll deal with this latter, now stay
still and squeeze on my prick till i

come.  ugh!  that's my daughter!  ugh!
shit!  take that! ugh! and that! ugh!

you're gonna get it right up the cunt
... ugh! ... every day, all day ... ugh!

noooooo!
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now is time to teach
your pretty little

mouth some respect...

ggggh!

i’m going to bed now.  your mom
is gonna wake up soon… try not
to drop your right leg down...

now give daddy a good
morning kiss.  lots of tongue.

lots of spit... mmmmm….

...or you'll fry
your big tits...

remember, kid: to drop your leg and keep
the vibe in your mouth.  you're gonna fuck

me up the asshole tomorrow. right in.
and i want your face in my crack.  and
when you've finished you're gonna lick my

hairs clean... have a good day
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Cherished daughter is a sequel to TWINS.
To learn more about this wonderful comic, CLICK HERE
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OLD BERNARD’S PONYGIRL
THORN
Episode 11 Previous in Fansadox 9 & 11 to 18 & 21

The endless days became weeks and then months.
Winter set in, grey clouds with a bitter cold wind
and driving rain. Old Bernard decided not to take
his ponyslave girl back to his house in the run-
down West London suburb when Mr Farmer, the
place’s owner,  collapsed and died of a heart attack
in the middle of raping the girl particularly
violently. Mrs Farmer was half drugged with the
pills she’d been given for depression but still went
on living there so the remote farm was still useful to
him as a secret pony girl stable.

Bernard hated winter at the farm, the darkness,
the freezing, whining gales and bloody, endless rain
so he headed south as quickly as possible. He locked
Dripping Cunt, his preferred pony-name for Susan,
in a small cage in the cave beneath the house with a
week’s supply of water and dry dog biscuits. The
cave kept a steady temperature despite the winter
weather, chill but not too cold. Mind you, for a
naked, terrified girl with only a thin, ragged blanket
to cover her it was cold...cold enough that she
shivered constantly.

The cage itself was an instrument of torture. Not
big enough to allow her to stand or lie, Susan had
to kneel, sit or crouch on the thick iron bars,
shuffling from one position to another adding more
bruises to her poor, defenceless body. Her only relief
was to stretch her arms and legs in turn though the
bars, moving her limbs to stop cramps knotting her
muscles and giving yet more pain.

Susan’s days and nights passed in almost total
darkness, the passage of time marked by the coming
and going of the little sliver of daylight that crept
through a narrow fissure in the cave roof. With each
new, wretched dawn, Susan’s eyes would fix on
the little bar of light, watching it as the hours passed
until it faded away with the coming of yet another
pitch-black night of horror.

Susan relieved herself where she crouched, forced
to slither about in the mess of her own filth.
Sometimes, If she remembered through her drugged
haze, Mrs Farmer would come down to the cave.
She used a high pressure hose to clean Susan down,
making her scream with the agony of the freezing
water blasting against her abused flesh. Not that
the hose did much good, it simply sprayed the
liquid goo of piss and shit further across the cave
leaving Susan clean but still caged in the filthy,
reeking stench.

Sometimes if she was lucky, if you can use such a
word about Susan’s plight, Old Bernard would make
the long journey north to pay his slavegirl a visit.
Not that he was exactly a regular visitor to the farm.
Early in October he got hold of a new pony girl
video from a Soho sexshop and spent the next few©
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weeks watching it again and again and
masturbating frantically at each of his favourite
scenes. With such easy satisfaction he just didn’t
bother making the long, boring journey to the farm
at all that month.

But it was only during Old Bernard’s weekend
visits that Susan was able to leave the horrible
confines of her cage. The only warning she had of
his arrival was the blinding glare of the light being
turned on. Then the brutal, breathtaking shock of
the cold water slamming into her body as the filth
caking her body was hosed away before, finally,
the metallic screech of the rusty padlock and the
squeal of the rusted hinges as he opens the cage
door.

Old Bernard always laughs as she flops out onto
the wet concrete floor of the cave. After weeks
confined she simply can’t stand unaided. It
happens every time...and every time Old Bernard
finds it just as funny. As she rolls clear he pounces
on her, turning her until she’s kneeling, bending
her down so her face grinds against the gritty
concrete. No kindness, no mercy just a brutal,
thrusting rape that rips and tears the inner lining
of her cunt. The brutality and pain are
deliberate...Old Bernard wants to hear her squeal...to
hear her scream and writhe beneath him as he fucks
her with such violence that he jolts her across the
harsh concrete surface skinning her knees and
elbows with each vicious thrust.

Then, sated for now, he cuffs her wrists before
hanging her up from and overhead pipe to dress
her for the weekend’s pleasures. ‘Time to saddle
up, Cunt!’

The filthy old sadist has perfected Susan’s
ponyslave attire over the long months of her
captivity. The high, tight suffocating black leather
collar and the excruciatingly taut head harness with
its cruelly serrated bit, ridged tongue depressor and
the deep latex throat stretcher are first. Followed by
the mittens that hold Susan’s hands clenched into
fists making her even more helpless. Then of course,
there’s the shoulder harness; buckled tight so she
arches back with her shoulder blades compressed
and those beautiful, full breasts lifted and offered
even more openly, whilst her arms are bent and
strapped into that horrible, painful preying-mantis
position.

Nothing else is needed... except her tail and boots
In the beginning Old Bernard used cinches, one

round her belly and one as a cunt strap, but they
just got in the way...especially where he had to go
to all the trouble of unstrapping her whenever he
felt the need for a quick fuck. It had taken him a few
weeks of serious thought to solve the tail problem.



Now Susan wore a plug of unpolished wood with
the waving tail plume jutting from the end of it. Old
Bernard’s first versions kept coming out, no matter
how far or how hard he rammed the pole into her.
On this version the business end was bulbous,
shaped like a thick, elongated pear with a raised
collar to stop it going in too far once it was in place.

Of course, for Old Bernard getting it in was half
the fun...Susan always screamed as he screwed it,
ungreased of course, into her anus. Every time she
was convinced that it would split her open. Then
there would be the pause, and the sudden,
disbelieving gasp as the widest part slipped through
her anal ring and her muscles sucked it into
position deep inside her rectum. The final
refinement were the two little spiked pegs that
slowly extended from the widest part when you
turned the screw collar once it was right inside.
Old Bernard always took a long time screwing the
pegs open... turn by slow turn.

The pony boots were another
masterpiece of applied agony.
Once strapped into them Susan
was forced to walk and trot on
tiptoe, every high prancing step
designed to show off her figure
and those lovely, high bouncing
breasts. Even when Susan had
a chance to rest for a
moment...the cruelly teeth of the
heel spikes ensure that she
remained firmly on tiptoe.

Ready at last, Old Bernard
clicked his tongue and allowed
the riding crop to raise a single
weal across Susan’s bottom.
‘Giddyup there pony...come
on...walk on...’  Naked, the
young pony girl was led out into
the bitter cold of a winter’s
morning. Then came the sadistic
drill, the constant, humiliating
shouted commands...and the
wicked, cutting agony of the
riding crop, slashing fresh red
weals across that young, frozen
flesh. For a pony under winter
training the routine is nothing
but hell on earth.

‘Up, up you lazy filly!...
swick!... LIFT those thighs right
up... swick!... no... extend, I said,
extend the leg right out... swick!...
try harder!...  swick!  c’mon
giddyup pony... thwack!... trot on
now...’

The session goes on until
Susan collapses, so exhausted
that even the riding crop
slashing across those tender
breasts doesn’t rouse her any

more. Old Bernard turns her on her back and rapes
her again. He takes an extra, special pleasure in
fucking her in this way, mauling her flesh,
slobbering and biting her as he jerks and thrusts
into her body as she lies helpless in her harness,
gag and bridle.

After a whole Sunday of such training torment
the girl, by now more dead than alive, is once more
forced down into the stinking cave and back inside
the rusty iron bars of her torture cage. Her anus
scraped raw from the vicious tail plug; her bruised
cunt leaking semen from the constant rapes and
her whole body laced with raised, bleeding weals
from the Old Bernard’s riding crop, Susan is locked
away once more. Finally, the click of the switch
plunges her into darkness again... condemned to
crouch in caged agony until the next time Old
Bernard chooses to journey north for another rape
and torture session with his pony girl... 

©2003  www.dofantasy.com
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BIG! Isn’t it?
Fell THIS!!

You want it DEEPER
don't you, PIG??

Now the REAL fun begins!!
SCREAM for me, PIG!!

Part 2 Episode 5
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CLICK HERE FOR BLACK VAN PART ONE

http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC10BlackVan.htm


SQUEAL, you
fuck-PIG!!!

Don't SLIP and HANG
yourself, CUNT!! HA HA!!

DEEPER?
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CLICK HERE FOR BLACK VAN PART ONE
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OOOhhh…THAT's it WHORE!!! LICK my
COCK!!..Right THERE!! UUHHHH! Oh YEAH!!
I'm gonna CUM in your pretty slut FACE!!

Open WIDE!!! OOH!!!
OOOOHHH!!!!

UUGH!! PFFT!!!
STOP!! LEAVE
ME ALONE!!

LET US GO!!!..PLEASE!!! NO!!

Our FUN is only
Just SATARTING!!!
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CLICK HERE FOR BLACK VAN PART ONE
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OOWWW!!! Let
Me DOWN!!

PLEEASE!! HEY!!…
What are you DOING??
OH GOD!! NO!! NOO!!

We're having a bar-b-que,
SLUT! And YOU'RE the

fucking ROAST PIG!! HA!!

Come HERE,
FuckToy

Got a nice tight ASS???
You won't for LONG!!
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CLICK HERE FOR BLACK VAN PART ONE
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UNN-UNNN!!! NNNN!!!!
PLSSS !!!..PLLSSSS!!!

Don't you like PEPPERMINT,
you fucking SLUT BITCH???

Oh God… please!
make them STOP!!

Now who's nice TITS are
getting whipped FIRST, hmm??
maybe these BIG ones? Nice!!
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to be continued

It's YOUR turn,
little TITS!!
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hello kitten, have you
missed your master?

look what i’ve got
all stiff and

ready for you!

let’s have
some light so
i can see my
little slave
properly
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SLAVE OWNER CLUB A COMIC BY TEMPLETON
CLICK HERE
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http://www.dofantasy.com/english/USAFC17SlaveOwnerClub.htm


fucking hell,
you look so
hot, kitten...
and wet too.
i can see cunt
juice leaking
out already!

my little kitten’s just
panting for a nice long

cock... aren’t you?

oh yeah! a long
hard fucking is just

what you want!

god, i love swollen
tits... let me squeeze
them till they burst!
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when this comes out,
not a word... not a

fucking word, or else!

open wide and give
your master a
nice deep kiss...

let me feel you... press
that hot young body
against your master.

noooo s-stop...
pleeeese ...

don’t... oh god!
leave me
alone!

god’s not goin’ to help...
especially stupid cunt’s who
forget to call me master!
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that’s earned you a session
with the paddle but first

lets look at the toy you’ve
been fucking on all night...

shit! 12 hours and
still buzzin’ like a

wasp... who’s a
lucky bitch!

that’s it slide
it all down
and suck it
real clean.

fucking hell1
you’re so hot
and slippery

in there.

you taste great
kitten... but punishment

before pleasure,
that’s my rule...
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remember how this
one feels, kitten?
you tasted it your
first day here...

yeah, that’s right,
hurts like hell but
doesn’t take the
skin off ... you wet

yourself, remember?

nooooo, i can’t take it, please...
please have pity... master!!!

hey, that’s good... but too
late, way too late. let’s
undo these so you can
dance properly for me...

i’ll just stretch you up
on tiptoe then you can
really wriggle... ready?
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an hour and fifty slowly paced strokes later...

go on
dance, you
sulky bitch!

yeeeaaarrrgh!

that’s what you
wanted you slag...
now open up and

take it all!

h-h-hurting! naaaah!
p-p-p-please don’t

push.... aaaaaarrrgh!

move you cunt! shake
those tits for me!

feel that bitch?
yeah? i’ll bite them
till they bleed...

yes! oh yes fuck me... harder,
bitch, harder... squeeze my cock!


20

03
  

w
w

w
.d

of
an

ta
sy

.c
om



sit down, right
down and take
it all! now, move
your arse... go
on, ride me

hard... ride me
you fucking cow!

oh fucking hell... yes,
yes... yesss... feel me
coming?  nooooooww!

get off me you stupid
cunt. stop fucking me
about now i’ve cum...

you stupid bitch...
don’t know the first
thing about satisfying
you master properly.

but i’ll fix that...
you’re gonna learn

the hard way!
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naaargh, stop,
stop, my wrists!
aaaaarrrggh!

shut up!
once this
it right up

inside
you’ll stop
moaning
about
your

wrists...

naaaaarrrgh!

that’s it kitten, kept lifting yourself up or that
metal cock will drill right through your womb!

stop squealing,
kitten, there’s a
nice long ride

ahead. but cheer
up, when i come
back tonight i’ll
bring a girlfriend
to play with you!
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SLAVE OWNER CLUB AND FAMILY TRAP, TWO COMICS BY TEMPLETON
CLICK ON THE TITLES
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